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Summary: James Potter and Lily Evans, left to their own devices, have spent the better part of a semester comfortably ignoring their feelings. An afternoon with Sirius Black will change all of that.





	1. Evans

The Hogs Head Inn was flooded with sixth and seventh years; voices echoing off the crumbling wooden walls, sounds of chairs scraping on the floor, laughter and loud conversations from nearby tables about everything under the sun. Lily sat alone amongst it all. She'd been dragged into the pub by Marlene and Mary, yet they had disappeared to get drinks a while ago and still hadn't returned. She sighed, reaching for her coat – about to give up and walk back to the castle on her own – when someone sat down opposite her at the small round table, two glasses of Firewhiskey in hand.

"What are you doing here, Black?" She sighed in resignation, placing her coat over her lap.

"I'm 'ere to talk to you," He grinned lopsidedly, pushing one of the large glasses into her hand, before adding "And to drink, of course."

"And why would you want to do that?" She asked, eyeing the glass in her hand sceptically.

He took a drink from his own glass, "Because you're my mate, and you've been a pathetic sod for the past month. I'd like to know why. So I told the girls to bugger off and let me have you for the afternoon."

She could feel the eyes of girls at the surrounding tables on her and Sirius, whispers echoing through the pub at the scene. Sirius Black and Lily Evans? Sharing a table? Sirius Black, bring Lily Evans a drink? She could hear the rumours bubbling, rumours that were sure to last weeks, but she couldn't care less.

"So you didn't come here to talk, you came here to send my friends away and insult me? Brilliant. Fantastic. Just what I need." She spoke coldly and sarcastically; she was in no mood for Sirius' games.

He cocked an eyebrow in a manner that was seemingly trademarked by the Marauders - she'd seen the same one all too often on James' face- and leant back in his chair, "You can either tell me what's the matter, or I can just sit here drinking. I'm happy either way."

"I don't know what you're talking about, there's nothing wrong with me." She said with a shrug, finally sipping at the Firewhiskey in her hand – it was a distraction from what was bothering her at least.

"I'm talking about you being a moody little twit–"

"Oh, so you _did_ just come here to insult me?" She narrowed her eyes, yet there was a hint of amusement in her voice. She appreciated that Sirius cared, and that he was able to be so blunt about it. Lily knew she'd been a prig recently, but there was good reason for it. Though, there was absolutely, positively no way she was going to tell Sirius why.

"Will you stop being so sensitive and just listen to me for one goddamn second–?"

But she'd stopped listening altogether when the door to the pub opened and a certain dark-haired-Gryffindor-quidditch-captain-slash-Head-Boy walked inside holding hands with an immensely pretty Ravenclaw chaser. Lily was vaguely aware that Sirius was still talking at her, occasionally drinking from his glass, but his words didn't seem to reach her ears nor capture her full attention. She watched as the Ravenclaw laughed at something James said, and he seemed to glow at the sound of her laugh. Lily's stomach churned and made her feel ill, there was a lump in her throat and she could just feel the colour drain from her face. She wanted to leave; she wanted to be anywhere else in the world as long as it wasn't that bloody pub.

Sirius snapped his fingers in front of her face and sharply brought her out of her reverie,

"Evans!" He sounded frustrated, and she began to wonder how long he'd been trying to get her attention, "Were you listening to a single word I said?"

Her eyes darted to the couple by the bar, before she swallowed thickly and mumbled,

"I'm sorry, Sirius… but I-I have to go."

Sirius followed her gaze with a frown, wondering what could possibly have changed her mood so suddenly. It wasn't until he spotted James and the Ravenclaw, that he understood immediately,

"Oh… Of course." He said sadly. That bothered Lily to no end, the way he sounded when he said that. It sounded almost like pity.

"Please, don't." Lily appealed, sharply pulling her coat on, absently wondering if she could get to the door without drawing anyone's attention, "I know what you're going to say and I don't want to hear it," Sirius frowned in confusion and she rolled her eyes, "You're going to say that it's my own damn fault, that I should have said something earlier and I wouldn't be in this position. That it could have been me over there, laughing with him and holding his hand and having him smile down at me with that bloody grin of his; I get it. I get that I'm a stupid prat and I have no right to feel this way – but please, please, don't make me feel any worse than I already do."

Sirius sighed and leant back in his chair, he almost seemed offended at the insinuation. He rubbed the back of his neck as he shrugged slightly, "That's not at all what I was going to say."

"Really?"

"No." He said, shaking his head.

"Then what were you going to say?"

He seemed thoughtful for a moment, choosing his words carefully, "That the two of you have exceptionally poor timing."

She was silent. He gave her a small smile, reached across the table and touched a hand to hers and continued,

"He loved you – you weren't interested. You love him-"

"I don't _love_ him–"

"And he's taken," He continued without missing a beat, he was looking at her like she was wounded, and that seemed to sting more than anything. That Sirius Black thought she was some suffering soul longing after James Potter, "He's happy and that hurts you most of all."

She shook her head, "No, it doesn't."

"No?"

"It doesn't hurt seeing him happy."

"Then what does? Because that face – the one you seem to wear whenever he's around, that's pain. Believe me love, I've felt enough of it to know what it looks like."

"It hurts that someone else is making him happy, okay?" She said with a sigh, burying her head in her hands, feeling tears prickle in her eyes, "Are you happy now?"

Her words seemed to echo in Sirius' ears, and he almost laughed at how outrageous the whole situation was. They were idiots, the both of them. And the whole damn school knew it.

"Are you sure you don't love him?" Sirius' hand was on her shoulder, and she couldn't deny that the warmth of his hand was comforting. Lily looked up towards the bar, where she spotted James looking over at them with a small frown. She averted her eyes down towards her drink, pushing her hair back over her ear before she mumbled,

"I don't know anymore."


	2. Potter

James was late to meet Celeste in the Entrance Hall, and as an upshot they'd missed the carriages down to Hogsmeade. He'd apologised profusely, but she didn't seem to mind having to walk. They'd spoken about quidditch all the way into town, and James found himself enjoying himself more than he thought he would, not even noticing how long it took them to get there. They'd tried the Three Broomsticks first, finding all the tables crowded with third and fourth years, and after James had scolded a number of third years for ordering a bottle of Firewhiskey, they decided to try their luck at the Hog's Head. Celeste had taken his hand in hers as they walked, and he couldn't say that he didn't enjoy the feeling, but he also couldn't say that he did. It made his stomach churn a bit; in a way he couldn't explain.

Relieved to be out of the cold, James shrugged his coat off once they were inside, and offered to take Celeste's as well. Once he'd hung them up by the door, her hand slid back into his as though it belonged there. Another wave of unease crashed over James, and he wished more than anything that he could explain it. He smiled at her nonetheless, guiding her to the bar. He was certain that he liked Celeste. She was witty, clever, gorgeous, and was a bloody brilliant chaser to boot. She'd given him a run for his money on the pitch more times than he was proud of, but there was just something about being out like this with her that he wasn't sure about. He could feel glares from blokes all around them, jealousy no doubt. James voiced that observation to Celeste, and she merely laughed – as though she had already been aware of it. When he glanced up once more, he caught sight of a pair of eyes he hadn't been expecting. _Hers._

A different kind of wave almost knocked him over when Lily Evans' eyes locked his. Only this time he knew for certain that it was shame he was feeling. Like Evans _knew_ that James didn't truly have feelings for Celeste Warren, like she was judging him for it.

"Oh," Celeste said as their drinks were placed in front of them, nodding towards a table by the window, "Isn't that Sirius? And Lily Evans?"

"Yeah," James replied, turning his attention to the other body at Evans' table. Certainly Sirius, "Yeah it is."

"How long have they been-?"

"They're not." James replied sharply. The Ravenclaw pulled a face before sipping at her drink, dropping the subject and leaning back on the barstool. James watched as Sirius snapped his fingers in front of Evans' face, drawing her attention away from him. He felt a burning sensation in his stomach that only later he'd realise was envy. He's wanted to keep Lily's attention; he'd wanted it all to himself. Mentally scolding himself, he tried to turn his attention back to the girl beside him, until Sirius glanced over at the bar – at James and Celeste – and turned back to Evans without so much as a wave _'hello'_. James glanced at the tables around Lily and Sirius', only to find many of the occupants were wearing the same sceptical expression that Celeste had worn. So, people thought they were on a _date_. It certainly _looked_ like a date. Sirius had his hand on hers, she was sipping a Firewhiskey he'd clearly bought for her – She'd told James that she hardly ever drank the stuff, but he also knew that she was too polite to turn it down when it was given to her. So Sirius had brought her to the Hogs Head, where he knew James was unlikely to be, and blatantly ignored him when he'd spotted them. _The nerve_, James thought bitterly.

Evans had her hands in her face, as though she were trying to hide from him. Only it was too late, he'd seen enough already. As Sirius' hand moved from her hand to her shoulder, James knocked back the last of his drink and placed his empty glass down on the bar.

Celeste touched his shoulder gently, "James, you okay?"

"I – yeah, yeah I'm fine." He said, frowning slightly at the pair once more. Evans had her head up enough to catch his gaze again, and his insides writhed at the idea of Sirius being the one to comfort her, Sirius being the one to hold her hand. He tore his eyes from hers and back to Celeste. He tried to return her smile, but it didn't quite reach his eyes. Only a few seconds passed before her smile turned to a sad one, and her hand was on his arm.

"It's okay, y'know."

"What?"

"You and Evans."

"Me and Evans _what_?" He asked, his eyes widening.

She gave him another sad, knowing smile, as though she'd been able to hear his thoughts, "I appreciate that you tried, James, but there's really no point us going on when you're heart isn't in it. I'd rather know now than later if I don't really have a chance." She gave a pointed glance to the table by the window.

"Celeste-" He tried to argue, but he had no words to follow. His throat felt dry, and he suddenly knew what the wave that crashed over him whenever she touched him was: guilt. She was right, his heart wasn't in it, and it never had been. "I'm so sorry." He finished lamely, his hand running through his hair.

She pulled an _'all well'_ face, before smiling at him again, "S'okay. We can still be friends, right? Quidditch mates and that?"

"Yeah, 'course." He said in a small voice. She kissed his cheek, her lips soft against his skin. She squeezed his arm gently, and made her way to the door.

"Oh, and James?"

"Yeah?"

"Don't wait too long. Timing isn't everything."

Then she was gone, and James felt simultaneously awful and relieved. His relief didn't exactly last long though, when Sirius appeared at the bar beside him - ordering three Firewhiskey's - he felt the bitter envy boiling in his gut again.

"What happened to Warren, mate?"

"Gone. Ended it. You could have told me, y'know."

"Told you what?"

"That you fancied her."

"Warren? I don't."

"Not Warren. _Evans_." James nodded to the table that Lily was occupying by herself, avidly avoiding eye contact with him.

Sirius raised an eyebrow so slowly that it must have taken some impressive control. He suddenly groaned, and turned to the glasses of Firewhiskey that were waiting for him on the bar. He picked one up quickly and drank it in one large mouthful. Sirius glanced at James, deciding that he needed another of the glasses to deal with the situation, he treated the next the same way he had treated the first.

"You're supposed to be my mate, I figured if there was one girl you'd at least show some restraint towards, it would be her-"

"Drink this," Sirius said firmly, forcing the remaining glass into his hand, "And go talk to her, before I hex myself into oblivion so I no longer have to have any more of these conversations."

James opened his mouth to argue but Sirius placed a finger on the bottom of the glass, silently telling him to drink it, to do as he says. Narrowing his eyes, James did as he was told, before making his way over to Lily. He watched her shoulders tense as he sat down opposite her, and he wondered what he could have done to make her so uncomfortable.

"You and Sirius aren't on a date, are you?" He asked, the words tumbling from his mouth before he could stop them.

She gaped at him, and he immediately knew it was the wrong thing to say, "No. What is the _matter_ with you?"

He ran a hand through his hair and thought of the way he must have made Celeste feel, the way he'd clearly already thrown Lily into a spin. He sighed, leaning forward on his elbows, "So much."

"Where'd she go?"

"Hmm?"

"Warren. Your date." He wasn't sure whether her emphasis was on _'your'_ or _'date'_. He also wasn't sure what to make of her tone either way.

"We're done."

"Oh," She said in a small voice, "I'm sorry."

"Are you?" James asked suddenly, "I'm not. Not really. I mean… I feel guilty that I lead her on but it's probably better this way."

"How did you lead her on?"

"You ever dated someone whose heart wasn't really in it, Evans? Someone who was only killing time until-" He groaned, both hands running through his hair, "Of course you haven't. If someone's dating _you_ it's certainly because they want to be."

"Do you want to?"

"Do I want to what, Evans?"

"Want to date me?"

It was like the whole world faded out, until it was just the two of them left, "Is that question out of curiosity, or are you asking me to actually date you?"

"I'm tired of poor timing," She said softly, unlocking her hands and reaching across the table to take one of his, "Aren't you?"

"Answer the question, Evans." He whispered, desperate to know the answer. He laced his fingers with hers, turning her hand over in his.

"The latter. Go out with me, James?"

He couldn't kiss her, not having just broken up with Celeste less than ten minutes ago. He knew it was callous, he knew it was almost heartless to agree to go out with Lily Evans so soon, but what had Celeste said about timing? Instead he pressed his lips to the back of her hand, kissing the soft skin he'd only dreamed about, and nodded. James' heart swelled in his chest, his pulse thudding throughout his body. He glanced up at her and whispered against her hand,

"Remind me to snog you senseless later."

"Deal."


End file.
